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Why Angels Wept 


I heard something the other day 
that must have made the angels weep. 

It seems that Beth (that’s mot her name) 
had been saving up for some time to buy a 
new dress. She had seen one in the store and 
liked it very much. At last she had enough 
money to buy it. 

It was very pretty, and the first day she 
wore it to school she hoped some of the 
other girls might even say so. And many of 
them did. 

But not Margaret. 

Margaret (I hope that’s not her name) 
walked up to her, took one haughty look at 
the new dress, and asked contemptuously, 
“Is that old thing your mother’s?” 

Beth could hardly get home before the 
tears came. “Margaret called my new dress 
an old thing and asked if it was something 
you had worn,” she sobbed to her mother. 
“I’m never going to wear it again.” 

And so far as I know, she hasn’t. 

“Surely this didn’t really happen,” I hear 
you Say. 

Ah, but it did. 

“Well, then, not in one of our church 
schools.” 

Yes, in one of our church schools. 

“But perhaps Margaret is one of the non- 
Adventist girls we sometimes let enroll.” 

No, no. Margaret goes to Sabbath school 
every week. 

Do you see why I think the angels must 
have wept? And the saddest part of the 
story is that the lovely thing that might 
have been, wasn’t. 

You see, Margaret might have said some- 
thing complimentary about the dress. She 
might have told Beth how pretty it was, 
or how becoming, or in what good taste 
it was. For it was all of these. Then Beth 
would have been happy. And she would 
have gone home and told her mother what 
a lovely girl Margaret was. 
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Margaret could have made a friend that 
day. As it was, she lost one. 

But should Beth have refused to wear 
the dress again? What Margaret said hurt 
cruelly—I’ve had people talk to me like 
that, so I know—and probably every time 
Beth thinks of the dress she remembers the 
hurt. But I hope she will get the dress out 
and wear it the very next time she goes to 
school, for as long as we live things will 
happen to hurt our feelings, and the sooner 
we can learn to “take it,” the better. 

Oh dear. I wonder what Beth will say 
when she reads this! I’m sure she will! 
There are some people who won’t even 
start talking to me without saying first, 
“Don’t put this in the JUNIOR GUIDE!” But 
nobody told me that this time. And I’m 
glad, because I’ve heard of altogether too 
many girls going home crying because of 
the mean things other girls have said at 
school. 

I don’t know whether Margaret will read 
it. If she does she’s going to be embarrassed, 
I’m sure, to think that her unkind remark 
is being read by 38,000 juniors all around 
the world! 

But suppose it hadn’t been written here. 
Jesus heard it anyway. So did God. Mar- 
garet’s angel wrote it in the record of her 
life, and in the day of judgment, if she does 
not repent, it will be read in the hearing of 
all the hosts of heaven. 

The Bible says in Luke 4:22 that when 
Jesus talked, the people “wondered at the 
gracious words which proceeded out of his 
mouth.” That’s why they loved Him. He 
was always saying such kind, encouraging, 
helpful things. He always tried “to speak 
a word in season to him that is weary” 
(Isaiah 50:4). 

Dear Margaret, I hope that someday 
soon the “little bird” that told me this story 
will land on my window sill again and 
tell me that you have told Beth you are 
sorry for what you said to her, and that 
you are trying with Jesus’ help to say always 
the sort of things He would say. 

With the unkind remark forgiven and 
forgotten, may you and Beth become the 
happy friends all Christian girls should be. 


Your friend, 


burton Worrell 























MARY LOU'S BIBLE 






By MAXINE RASMUSSEN 


OM,” said Mary Lou one day while her 

mother was cooking in the kitchen, “I 

do so wish I had a nice Bible like Susan’s. 

She brings it to Sabbath school every week, 

and teacher asks her to look up texts all the 
time.” 

Mother looked fondly at her ten-year-old, 
and smiled as she said, “Honey, you are just 
going to have to wait awhile. Daddy and I 
didn’t get Dean his Bible till he was twelve, 
and he has kept it looking like new. We 
feel sure that you will be more careful with a 
Bible if you wait till you are older.” 

Mary Lou said no more. But when she 
left the room her brows were knit in puz- 
zled concern. “Maybe there is some way I 
could earn a Bible,” she thought. “I could 
get it sooner that way. I just wonder!” 





A few months later, Mary Lou's grand- 
parents came over and invited her to go to 
camp meeting with them. Mary Lou was de- 
lighted. And an early morning a few days 
later saw her happily wedged between 
grandma and grandpa in a well-packed car, 
waving good-by to her family, and going to 
camp meeting for her first long stay. 

Then, camp meeting was over. Back into 
the driveway came the car with a radiant 
Mary Lou. The wheels had scarcely stopped 
turning before she jumped out into the 
waiting arms of her mother. 

“Oh, Mamma, guess what!” she ex- 


To page 16 


Mary Lou didn’t know the surprise that awaited her 
when she and her friends pulled the old piano out. 
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GUSSIE 


By VIRGINIA HARTLEY 


one families collect cut glass, others ac- 
cumulate postage stamps, and some even 
save money. We collect pets. The neighbors 
regard it as some kind of curse, the way ani- 
mals attach themselves to us. We like to 
think of it as a gift. We don’t try—but I 
don’t know any other family on our street 
who helps baby robins back into their nests 
either. At any rate, if some animal is with- 
out shelter, it always finds its way to our 
door. 

We were hunting for buttercups the aft- 
ernoon we found Gussie. Daddy had jerked 
to a stop a thousand times, so Beth and I 
could leap out to add one more flower to 
our collection. We had found bird pips, 
grass widows, and Dutchman’s-breeches, but 
no buttercups. So while Beth and I still had 
our noses flattened against the car win- 
dows, searching the roadsides for butter- 
cups, daddy was getting tired and the stops 
were fewer and fewer. We were sailing 
down a rutty mountain road at a pretty 
good clip when Beth called, “Daddy, 
STOP!” 

“No!” he said, “I’ve stopped for the last 
time. The back seat is full of flowers now. 
Don’t you want to leave a single one for 
some other little girls to pick?” 

“But, Daddy,” sister wailed, “something 
was looking at me out of that hole back 
there.” 

“Pooh,” 
the hill. 

At that time Beth was prone to “see 
things” if life happened to be a little dull. 

“DADDY!” Beth’s eyes were as round as 
a kitten’s. “Don’t you believe me?” 


said daddy and continued down 


Forced to choose between sister's veracity 
and a continued trek downhill, we started 
backing up. Daddy got out of the car, and 
wonder of wonders, she had seen some- 
thing, for there staring at us serenely from 
the bottom of the bank by the road was a 
baby badger. 

“I apologize,” said daddy, with a humble 
gesture in Beth’s direction. “But,” he added, 
starting back down the road to where we 
were waiting in the car, “kidnapping a baby 
badger is not Sabbath afternoon entertain- 
ment. 

“But Daaaaddy,” Beth and I wailed, “he’s 
following you and he looks hungry, and 
besides, he probably doesn’t have a mother 
or he wouldn't be outside his hole.” 

From the front seat owr mother gave a 
little sigh. The “no mother” bit was our 
battle cry and had a whole string of logic 
connected with it. If a baby animal doesn’t 
have a mother how can it find enough to eat 
and what kind of beast would go away and 
leave a hungry baby? 

Daddy walked resolutely toward the car, 
but the little grey ball of fur was following 
him and whimpering. By this time, Beth 
and I had swung into full chorus emphasiz- 
ing the horrible fate that awaited anyone 
who would leave a baby creature to starve. 
Daddy was still not convinced, and using a 
stick so he wouldn’t get human scent on the 
little fellow, he boosted him back into his 
hole. But the baby badger tumbled right 
out again and followed him down the road 
crying and whimpering like a child lost in 
a department store. Then daddy examined 
the hole and found that the mother badger 
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hadn’t been back there for at least a day or 
two. By this time Beth and I were sure that 
Jesus had led us to this very place so we 
would find the little fellow so he wouldn't 
starve. Not even daddy could resist an argu- 
ment like that, so we put him on the floor of 
the car and started home. He was the most 
adorable baby we had ever seen. His face 
was grey and white striped, and the rest 
of him was as fluffy as a grey teddy bear. 
In fact he looked exactly like a very ex- 
pensive stuffed toy. All the way home he 
made soft little growling noises of content- 
ment, so we decided to call him Gussie, for 
it sounded as if that was what he was trying 
to say. 





We stopped at the game station to see if 
there was any law against adopting a starv- 
ing baby badger, and the ranger informed 
us that at that time the government was 
paying money to anyone who would kill 
one. We rolled our eyes in horror at the in- 
humanity of man to animals, and took our 
trophy home. He drank warm milk out of 
a bottle like a pro and then settled down 
for a nap. 

You should have seen people when we 
told them we had a baby badger. They 
made all sorts of dire predictions, saying 
that he would most likely turn on us one day 
and eat us alive. But when they saw Gussie, 
they melted too, for he was so cuddly and 
little, no one could resist him. Even Freda, 
our dachshund, liked him. Daddy built a 
pen in the garage for him, and for a while 
he spent most of his time eating pablum and 
milk, and sleeping. 

Then one day when mother went to look 
for him during the morning, he was gone. 
She hunted and hunted and had given up 
ever finding him, but decided to have one 
more look. She went to his pen and there 
he was curled up asleep. This happened 
several times, and no one could figure out 
how he got out of his pen until one day we 
caught him at it. Puffing and scratching (for 
by this time he was very fat), he would 
scramble to the top bar of his pen and then 
with a great burst of energy he would push 
himself over the top and fall with a ker- 
splat on the other side. Then off he would 
waddle to inspect the yard and dig holes in 
mamma’s pansy beds. When he was tired 
and hungry, back he would go to the garage 
and clamber back into his pen. Because of 
his excursion, he was tired, and it was 
much harder getting back over the top. With 
cooperation like that, we decided he didn’t 
need a pen. 

By this time it was summer, and daddy 
would get up early in the morning to work 
in the garden. While he ran the cultivator, 
Gussie would waddle behind him as fast 
as he could go, making soft little conversa- 
tional noises. Apparently he couldn't see 
very well, for when daddy would come to the 
end of a row and start back, Gussie wouldn’t 
see him turn. He would look around sadly 
and then sit down and cry until daddy came 

To page 16 


JOHN GOURLEY, ARTIST 


The baby badger followed daddy like a child lost in 
a department store. We just HAD to take him home! 
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Chapter 4: Stopping a Riot 


GEORGE 


By MAUDIE SIMPSON 


— ran away from the orphanage 
when he was punished by a new 
teacher, and managed to get all the way to 
Lucknow on the train, without a ticket. 
Now, as he was trying to leave the station 
platform at Lucknow, a ticket collector 
asked to see his ticket. Of course, he didn’t 
have one, and the ticket collector took him 
to the office of the head ticket collector. 

What happened next proved that God was 
looking after young George. For the first 
person he saw when he stepped into the of- 
fice was Greg, his special childhood friend 
from the orphanage. Greg was older than 
George, and had gone to Lucknow with 
Doctor Cook. He was now employed by the 
railroad company. 

George felt that all his troubles were 
over, at least for a little while. 

“Come with me,” Greg said. “You may 
sleep for a few hours on my bed. I'll give 
you some breakfast. I have a pair of khaki 
shorts and a coat I have outgrown that will 
just fit you.” 

After George had rested, the two friends 
visited. So many things had happened in 
the years they had been separated! George 
put on the clothes Greg offered, and also a 
small black round cap. He put it on carefully 
and looked in a small mirror on the wall. 
He was pleased with what he saw. He felt 
quite grown up. 

“I have no place to keep you, George, but 
I'll take you to Dr. Cook’s. He has a hospital 
at Ghasyari Mandi here in the city,” Greg 
said. “Perhaps he will be able to find a 
place for you to stay and some work that 
you can do.” 

The sun had come up and it was a pleas- 
antly cool winter morning. Dr. Cook was 
happy to see George, but he took Greg 
away to another room to question him. 
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“Why did George come to Lucknow?” he 
wanted to know. 

“He was given a severe beating at the 
orphanage, Doctor sahib,” Greg answered. 

The doctor looked disturbed. “Well, un- 
der those circumstances”—he looked at the 
floor and ran his fingers through his hair— 
“I feel he should be returned to the or- 
phanage. Dr. Shriput Narain is going to 
Banda in three days and I'll ask him to take 
the boy along.” 

He sounded pretty final about the deci- 
sion. The matter was settled as far as he was 
concerned, but Greg felt sorry for George. 
Leaving the room, he said to his friend, 
“George, I am off duty now, and Dr. Cook is 
busy this morning. You have never seen the 
city of Lucknow. Come with me and we will 
see the sights, and I am very anxious for you 
to meet a friend of mine.” 

The two walked down the wide Abbott 
Road past the building where the laws of 
the province were made. George stared in 
wonder at the Royal Hotel and the well- 
dressed ladies and gentlemen who were 
coming and going. Then the boys came to 
17 Abbott Road. 

“This,” said Greg, “is the Seventh-day 
Adventist mission headquarters. Pastor Je- 
han Singh, my friend, is no doubt at the of- 
fice this morning.” 

George was perplexed. “What,” he 
thought, “are Seventh-day Adventists?” 
There was no time to question. Up onto the 
veranda the boys marched and right into 
the office. 

Pastor Jehan Singh was delighted to see 
Greg and got up at once to shake his hand. 

“And this young man?” he questioned 
as he saw George. 

“This is George Bates, pastor,” Greg said. 
“He is from my orphanage in Banda.” 
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George and Pastor Singh were hurrying through the street when they saw a boy on a bicycle 
bump into the back of a woman, and the waterpot on the woman's head smashed on the boy’s head. 


The pastor made George feel welcome 
as he shook his hand and motioned for him 
to sit down. The pastor was a happy, smil- 
ing, large man. George sat on the edge of 
his chair stiff and straight, and clutched his 
black cap with both hands. He knew at 
once that he was going to like the pastor, 
but he still had the question unanswered— 
What are Seventh-day Adventists? 

“I thought perhaps, if you have time, Pas- 
tor sahib,” spoke up Greg, “you would give 
me another Bible study this morning.” 

“Yes,” said the smiling pastor, “I was ex- 
pecting you. How about a study on the sev- 
enth-day Sabbath?” 

“That will be fine,” Greg agreed, “and I 
am sure George will enjoy it too.” 

“The seventh-day Sabbath?” thought 
George. “What does the pastor mean?” He 
glanced at a calendar on the wall. “The sev- 
enth day is Saturday, and Saturday isn’t the 
Sabbath.” 

The study began. George was given a Bi- 
ble to use, and the pastor and Greg each had 
one too. As the pastor asked questions, 
George and Greg took turns looking up the 


verses and reading them. George had some 
difficulty finding the texts, so Greg reached 
over often and helped him. 

When the study was over, George was 
disturbed. Hadn’t he always been taught 
that Sunday was the Sabbath because Jesus 
arose on Sunday? Still, he had been strictly 
taught to reverence the Holy Bible, and he 
understood that it was God’s Word for His 
human children. George picked up his 
black cap as Greg thanked the pastor. On 
the street again, Greg spoke. 

“George, I see you are troubled. The 
Seventh-day Adventists have some new 
teachings; at least, they are new to us. One 
Bible study is not enough to make a subject 
clear.” 

As Greg talked, the boys passed a pepal 
tree and underneath it squatted a cross- 
legged, nearly naked, sadu (Hindu holy 
man) staring straight ahead with unseeing 
eyes. He fingered one large sandalwood 
bead after another on his rosary, and mut- 
tered, “Ram, Sita, Ram. Ram Ram, Sita 
Ram.” Over and over went the singsong 
prayer. 
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“George, if you could only remain in 
Lucknow,” continued Greg, “Pastor Jehan 
Singh would be happy to give you Bible 
studies. You saw that sadu. Even if we don’t 
understand all the Bible teachings, yet we 
know that Jesus died for us, while that poor 
Hindu sadu counts his rosary beads, makes 
himself miserable, and mumbles to his gods 
useless words that can never save him.” 

“Yes,” said George seriously, “how thank- 
ful I am that I was put in a Christian 
orphanage.” 

Greg turned to look at his friend. “You 
must be about fourteen years old now. Have 
you decided what you will do with your 
life?” 

George had thought of it before but the 
Hindu sadu helped him make up his mind. 
“Yes,” he said, “I want to be a Christian 
minister. I want to help my own people.” It 
was a decision that he followed the rest of 
his life. 

“But, Greg,” questioned George, “why 
did you say some time ago, ‘If you remain in 
Lucknow’?” 

“Because,” 


Greg amswered hesitantly, 
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“Dr. Cook plans to send you back to Banda 
in three days in the charge of Dr. Shriput 
Narain. 

Before the three days were up, George 
disappeared from the hospital. No doubt 
Dr. Cook was relieved, for he knew George 
would make friends and find a place to stay. 
But as long as the boy was in his charge, 
Dr. Cook had felt it was his responsibility 
to return him to the orphanage. 

George made his way through the narrow 
streets of the city to Pastor Jehan Singh’s 
office at 17 Abbott Road. 

“Please, Pastor sahib,” he begged, “do not 
send me back to the orphanage. I'll work. 
I'll do anything you say. But please, let me 
stay. 

Pastor Jehan Singh was worried. “George, 
the only kind of work we could possibly 
give you to do would be colporteur work.” 
He said it in a doubtful way. “But we could 
not send you out to sell our mission litera- 
ture until you have had more Bible studies. 
You must have a knowledge of what the 
Seventh-day Adventist mission believes and 
teaches.” To page 19 























Stories of the Girl Who Had Visions—4 


ELLEN'S FIRST VISION 


By BONNIE KINZER TILLMAN 


WHEN Jesus did not come on the day He 
was expected in 1844, Ellen and her 
family were bitterly disappointed. Ellen had 
hoped that her suffering would be over, but 
now she knew she must live on in her sick- 
ness. Never did she think that through it all 
Jesus was close by her side, preparing her 
for a special work. 

Five weeks after the Disappointment El- 
len had her seventeenth birthday. For some 
time Jesus had been giving her messages in 
dreams, but now He began talking to her in 
visions. Only prophets of God are given 
visions. A prophet is one through whom 


































God does a special work. Sometimes they 
are called messengers, for through them 
God sends messages to His people. 

Dreams come only when one is asleep, 
but visions may come at any time. Some- 
times Ellen was given a vision while she was 
kneeling in prayer, or while she was riding 
along the road in a carriage or in a boat on 
the water. 

When going into vision, she would shout 
“Glory, Glory, G-l-o-r-y.” Each “glory” 
sounded fainter and farther away. Then for 
a time she seemed to lose her strength and 
was very weak. But soon she was given new 
strength and would often walk about the 
room, moving her arms and hands and 
pointing. No one could change the position 
of her hands or arms while in vision, though 
some people tried. She did not breathe; her 
eyes were open and she seemed to be look- 
ing at something far away. It was always a 
very solemn occasion. Everyone felt that the 
presence of God was there. 

About two months*after the Disappoint- 
ment Ellen was given her first vision. With 
three of her girl friends, she was visiting in 
the home of Mrs. Elizabeth Haines, a Chris- 
tian friend. It was morning, and they were 
having family worship. The others had 
prayed and Ellen was praying in a whisper. 
She had been so sick for a number of weeks 
that she could not speak any louder. 

One doctor said her lungs were badly dis- 
eased and that her heart was damaged. He 
did not think she could live very much 
longer and was liable to drop away at any 
time. To page 18 
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In her first vision Ellen saw Jesus coming in the 
clouds and the good people being taken to heaven. 
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The ticket collector threw Jona and his baggage out through the window of the speeding train. 


HE first bell, warning all passengers that 

the train was about to leave Mombasa for 
Nairobi, East Africa, had already sounded 
when Jona Ombaso made his way into the 
crowded third-class carriage. It was no easy 
task for the colporteur to make his way 
through the narrow door, for he was carry- 
ing a bulging bag of books and papers, but 
he managed to do it. Fortunately, he was 
able to find an empty seat on one of the 
long, hard benches that ran all around the 
wall of the carriage, and he pushed his bag 
as far as he could under the seat. The second 
warning bell sounded, the guard blew his 
whistle, the doors slammed, and the train 
began to move. 

Jona looked around him at the mass of 
people who had crowded in at the last min- 
ute. He wondered how far they were going 
and whether any more passengers would 
try to get on when they stopped at Chang- 
amwe Siding about two miles outside the 
town. He was on his way to Voi, one of the 
few large towns lying on the main line be- 
tween Mombasa and Nairobi. 

The last six weeks that he had spent in 
the seaport had been full of hard work, but 
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he rejoiced to think of the many books he 
had sold and of how these books would help 
the people to understand the Bible better. 

Not for one minute would Jona dare to 
shut his eyes for a nap; not with a carriage 
full of his fellow countrymen, most of 
whom would be only too happy to explore 
the bags under the seat if they thought they 
could do so without getting caught. 

It was a hot day, and the air in the car- 
riage was stifling. Jona glanced out of the 
window as the train crossed an arm of the 
bay on a long bridge. It would take seven 
or eight hours to cover the hundred miles 
to Voi. But at least it would be cooler as the 
train chugged off the muggy coastal plain 
up onto the great African plateau. 

The hours dragged slowly by, and the 
mileposts crept past one by one. “One more 
hour, and we should be there,” he thought 
to himself. He opened his book sack and 
took out the new book he was selling. One 
could never know too much about it, he de- 
cided. Settling himself as comfortably as he 
could, he began to read. 

“What do you have there?” one of his fel- 
low passengers asked. 




















Thrown Out 


By VIRGIL 


“It is a book about the coming kingdom,” 
replied Jona, glancing up. 

“You mean an African kingdom?” 

“No, I mean the kingdom of Christ. You 
see, I am a Christian, and these are Christian 
books. Perhaps you would like to see one,” 
Jona went on, seeing an opportunity per- 
haps of selling one. “They are not expen- 
sive, only a shilling and sixpence (21c) 
each, and they have some nice pictures.” 

The man took the book from Jona’s hand 
and began to look at it. Then another pas- 
senger asked if he could see one, and it 
wasn't long before Jona was surrounded by 
a dozen or more Africans, all looking 
through his books. Then the first man 
handed Jona the proper amount of money 
and kept the book, which he promptly began 
to read. Still other passengers in the car 
came crowding around Jona and some of 
them were preparing to buy when the door 
of the carriage opened and the ticket ex- 
aminer entered. 

“All tickets, please,” he called out. And 
then his eyes rested on Jona, who was trying 
to collect his books from the people who 
were holding them. Two or three long steps 
brought the inspector across the carriage to 
Jona’s side, where he glared angrily at the 
colporteur. 

“What are you doing on this train? Who 
gave you permission to sell books here? I 
know you, and I know what kind of books 
you are selling. The priest does not approve 
of these books.” The ticket examiner was a 
member of another church that hated Jona 
and the work he was doing. 

“If you please, sir,” said Jona, quietly tak- 
ing out his card authorizing him to sell 
books in this part of the country, “here is 
my cheti correctly signed, giving me per- 
mission to sell books anywhere in Kenya.” 

“How dare you answer me like that? I tell 


of the Train 


. ROBINSON 


you, I will not have you selling books on this 
train, and you are going to leave immedi- 
ately.” 

Rudely the conductor snatched the au- 
thorization card from Jona’s hand and 
hurled it through the open window. One 
quick movement, and he had picked up the 
heavy bag of books, and they went out as 
well. Finally, with the help of one or two 
other men in the carriage who were his 
friends, he picked Jona up and pitched him 
out of the train window too. 

Jona struck on the edge of the track and 
rolled rapidly down the steep bank. Every- 
body in the carriage who could, rushed to 
the windows to see what had happened. 
“Who knows?” they chattered among them- 
selves. “Perhaps the man is killed. Certainly 
he must be badly hurt. You couldn't leave a 
fast-moving train like that and not get 
hurt.” 

Meanwhile, at the bottom of the bank, 
Jona lay stunned by the shock he had re- 
ceived. As his senses came back to him, he 
lay still, fearing to move lest he find some 
bones broken. 

Finally he moved an arm, then the other, 
and at last he stood up on his feet. Wonder 
of wonders, he was not hurt! True, his shirt 
was torn and he had lost his shoes, but 
there were no scratches on him. 

With a thankful heart he knelt down 
right there beside the track and thanked 
God for protecting him. Then he walked 
back along the track, picked up his bag of 
books, and even found his authorization 
card. Slinging his bag over his shoulder, he 
set out for Voi, now only about two miles 
away. 

Meanwhile, at the station many Africans 
had left the train, since Voi was their desti- 
nation. The news of what had happened 

To page 16 
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Far back, in the days of the ancient Is- 
raelites, every new copy of the Bible was 
made by hand. The Book was shorter than 
it is now, but copies were expensive and few 
people could afford to own one. 
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The Bible grew longer as God inspired 
new prophets to write. But three thousand 
years after Moses, as late as 1450, every word 
—every word of the eight hundred thousand 
in the Book—was still copied by hand! 





The 
vie SAGA 
of the 
BIBLE 


Pictures From the American Bible Society 


Probably there is a copy of the Bible be- for the brave, untiring men whose efforts 
side your bed. Read it often. And thank God made it possible for you to have it there. 





Then came the year 1453. God in His But the Bible was still in languages the 
wisdom gave wings to the Bible in the form common people could not understand. Wil- 
of a printing press, invented by Johann liam Tyndale translated it into English, but 
Gutenberg. In the picture, the inventor is he was burned in 1535. His last words were, 
showing the press to his wife Matilda. “Lord, open the king of England’s eyes.” 
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The prayer was answered. King 
James I ordered that a translation be 
made of the whole Bible, “And this to 
be set out and printed.” It was pub- 
lished in 1611 and is the Bible we all 
know—the King James Version. 


The Book was popular in the new country. 
John Eliot translated parts of it and taught 
the Indians. In the years that followed, other 
lovers of the Word came across the ocean to 
join the struggle to build the new nation. 


14 { JUNIOR GUIDE 




























Now that everyone could 
understand the Bible, people 
soon came to have their own 
opinions about how to wor- 
ship—and this led to more 
persecution. In 1620 the Pil- 
grims left the Old World to 
find religious liberty on the 
shores of the New World. 


By 1800, the Bible was being printed in 
73 languages and was finding its way into 
China, India, Africa. In 1816 the American 
Bible Society was begun—“to encourage a 
wider circulation of the Holy Scriptures.” 








ue 







Dearly loved by the “stay at 
homes,” the Bible also moved 
westward with the pioneers. : 
Among those whom it touched —# 
was one young boy who was 
destined to become famous in 
the cause of righteousness— 
Abraham Lincoln. 






















Abe Lincoln’s stepmother could nei- 
ther read nor write, but she knew the 
Bible and recited to the growing boy 
many verses she had learned. These he, 
too, memorized and often quoted later 
when he became President. 





The Bible was translated into more and Today it is available in more than 1,100 
more languages. Carey—though it seems un- languages. By plane, by ship, by rail and 
believable-—translated parts of it into thirty-  packtrain, it travels to the most hidden cor- 
eight Indian languages. Morrison translated ners of the earth to minister to the needs of 
it into Chinese; Judson, into Burmese. everyone who will read it. 
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Thrown Out of the Train 
From page 11 


quickly spread, and the Africans were soon 
standing around in groups discussing what 
they had seen. Should they inform the po- 
lice? Should they go to the hospital and get 
some orderlies and a stretcher to go and 
help bring the man in? But was there any 
use in that? He must certainly be dead. 

After they had discussed the matter for a 
while, someone pointed down the track to 
where a man was walking along, coming 
into town. At first the people could hardly 
believe their eyes, but as he came nearer 
they saw that it was, indeed, the colporteur. 

Two or three of them ran to meet him. 
One took his bag and carried it back to the 
station. When he got there, the people 
looked at him in amazement as they saw 
that he had not been hurt by his fall. 

“What kind of religion is it that this man 
has?” they asked one another. Jona opened 
his bag and began to sell books. Everyone 
wanted a copy now, and before he left the 
platform he didn’t have one left. Quickly 
he sent word to Nairobi and asked the secre- 
tary to send him some more books. He re- 
mained in Voi for several weeks, and all 
“through the district he became known as 
the miracle man. 





Gussie 
From page 5 


and got him. He was the most lovable pet 
we've ever had, and never once was he 
“mean as a badger.” 

Every spring our school had a pet show. 
From the moment we had Gussie safely in 
the car, Beth and I planned to enter him. 
We spent hours arguing over who would 
get to go forward to receive the blue ribbon 
he would win. Mother tried to tell us that 
perhaps he might not win. We scorned her 
unbelief. After all, what other child in the 
school had a pet badger? And who would 
vote for anything else if they ever set eyes 
on Gussie? The day of the pet show came. 
Gussie did not let us down. Beth collected 
the grand award in a cloud of glory. She 
got to go forward on the basis that he was 
really her pet, since she had seen him first. 

Another month went by and Gussie was 
no longer a baby. The holes in the flower 
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beds couldn’t be ignored. While Gussie was 
as gentle and loving as ever, our lawn was 
taking on the appearance of a battle front 
full of foxholes. 

There were several alternatives. He could 
be given to a zoo. We unanimously turned 
that one down. We had seen animals that 
were teased and dirty in some of the poorly 
kept inland zoos. The nearest zoo that was 
properly maintained was on the coast, and 
the coastal climate was not one a badger 
could live in. We could keep him chained 
—but that was no life for a freedom-loving 
animal. There was only one course left. We 
called a forest ranger and asked him about 
turning him back to the forest. He assured 
us that badgers are considered very benefi- 
cial, for they catch many rodents and in- 
sects. He told us that Gussie would get hun- 
gty for a day or two, but then his hunting 
instinct would come back and he would re- 
vert to the way nature intended. He said he 
knew of a place high in the mountains, 
where there were lots of badger diggings. 
He promised to pick Gussie up and take him 
there for us. We knew we wouldn't be able 
to go off and leave him ourselves. 

One bright Sabbath morning, a morning 
very much like the one on which he had 
come into our lives, we said good-by to 
Gussie, the gentlest, most loving pet we 
ever knew. He proved that love speaks a 
universal language, and no animal is in- 
nately mean. 

One of the favorite texts in our family is: 


“Even so it is not the will of your 
Father which is in heaven, that 
one of these little ones should 
perish.” 

Matthew 18:14. 


At our house “little ones” means badgers 
too. 


Mary Lou’s Bible 
From page 3 


claimed, and held out a beautiful little Bi- 
ble. “I sold magazines the whole time I was 
there and earned my own Bible!” 

“Why, darling, what a lovely little Bible 
it is!” said mother, very much surprised. 
“You wanted it even more than I realized, 
didn’t you? Now you will appreciate it more 
than if daddy and I had given it to you.” 




















“Yes,” boasted grandpa, “Mary Lou is go- 
ing to be a real star colporteur someday. 
She sold piles of magazines. You should 
have seen her. She worked like a beaver!” 

More was to come. As mother watched 
the happy girl unpack her suitcase, she was 
astonished to learn that Mary Lou had also 
brought home nice gifts for each one in the 
family, purchased by the several dollars ex- 
tra she had earned after buying the Bible. 

But this isn’t the end of the story about 
Mary Lou’s Bible. Oh, no! 

Mary Lou carried the Bible to Sabbath 
school for more than a year when, all at 
once, it disappeared. Sadly she searched— 
she just about turned the house upside down 
hunting for that precious Book. Coming to 
her mother at last, she said in a disappointed 
voice, “Well, Mamma, I guess my Bible is 
just gone. I have searched everywhere.” 

Mother was sorry too. “It’s a shame, dear,” 
she said. “But don’t give up. Somehow, I 
feel that if it’s in the house it will turn up 
someday, and I can’t see how you could have 
lost it at school or in church.” 

“No,” said Mary Lou, “I can’t, either. I 
prayed about it, too.” 

“Sometimes,” mother explained, “Jesus 
lets us wait awhile to test our faith. Maybe 
you will still find it. Keep on praying, and 
He will answer somehow.” 

Months passed, and it seemed that Jesus 
answered Mary Lou’s prayers in an unex- 
pected way, for a good friend of the family 
received a Bible as a gift. Since she already 
had a lovely Bible, she gave the second one 
to Mary Lou, who was delighted. It could 
never take the place of her first Bible, but 
was so much better than none. 

But Jesus had another answer on the way! 
In Mary Lou’s house was a large, heavy 
piano. It was seldom moved away from the 
wall, because it tore up the floor covering 
every time. There was only one place in the 
‘room where it could stand, and there it 
stayed, except to be moved about once a 
year for cleaning. 

One day, while a friend was visiting, 
Mary Lou asked her three brothers and sis- 
ters to help her pull the piano away from 
the wall. And what do you suppose she saw? 

Just inside the bottom groove of the 
clumsy old piano lay her precious Bible, 
where it had fallen from the top corner of 
the piano. She had often laid it up there to 
keep it out of the reach of her small brother, 
and now, here it was! 

















FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


W. A. K. Perera, No. 690, Pallegama, Ampitiya, 
Ceylon. Reading, post cards, photos. 

John Oliver, age 12. Box 227, Cicero, Indiana, 
U.S.A. Reading, stamps, biking, hiking, camping, 
swimming, dogs. 

Opoku Joseph Aduse Bossman, age 15. Acheaw- 
krom, c/o Methodist Primary School, P.O. Box 10, 
via Ejisu-Ashanti, Ghana, Gold Coast, Africa. Stamps, 
post cards. 

Carolyn Hainey, age 15. Cedar Lake Academy, 
Cedar Lake, Michigan, U.S.A. Reading, sewing, 
riding horses. 

Edwin Gallagher, age 10. 51 Joseph Street, Inver- 
cargill, New Zealand. Stamps, biking. 

Rachel Rojo, age 13. Mountain View College, 
Malaybalay, Bukidnon, Philippine Islands. Stamps, 
piano, violin, baseball. 

Dorothy McLaren, 58 Asquith Street, Kingston 12, 
Jamaica, British West Indies. Reading, music. 

Judy Lynn Hitchcock, 1010 W. Holt, Pomona, 
California, U.S.A. Sewing, post cards, riding horses, 
swimming, reading, hiking. Wants to be a nurse. 

Jack Nichols, Jr., age 15. 10028 Downey Avenue, 
Downey, California, U.S.A. Pets, stamps, photog- 
raphy, coins, gardening, astronomy. 

Carol Stephenson, age 13. Star Route 3, Grover, 
Texas, U.S.A. Stamps, rocks, birds, music, swimming, 
reading, art. 

Cheryl Stephenson, age 12. Star Route 3, Grover, 
Texas, U.S.A. Reading, art, stamps. 

Linda Miler, age 10. Route 2, Box 112, Gaston, 
Oregon, U.S.A. Rocks, birds, dogs. 

Heather Gepford, age 10. 4450 S. W. 99th Avenue, 
Beaverton, Oregon, U.S.A. Piano, art. 

Myrna Craft, P.O. Box 519, Paradise, California, 
U.S.A. Swimming, stamps, photography. 

Sandra Marr, age 14. Tina Street, Beaudesert, 
South Queensland, Australia. Stamps, swimming, 
singing, post cards. 








“Well, Mamma,” she greeted, as her 
mother walked in the door, “Jesus did an- 
swer my prayers after all.” She held the Bi- 
ble out, saying apologetically, “We can’t get 
the piano back, but I don’t think daddy will 
mind helping us this time!” 

Mother smiled her agreement, and 
breathed to God a silent prayer of thanks, 
for He had rewarded a little girl's faith. 
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Ellen’s Fifst Vision 





From page 9 


But as she was whispering her prayer the 
power of God came upon her and she was in 
vision. 

Later, telling about it, she said, “I seemed 
to be surrounded by radiant angels who 
were taking me to the glorious courts of 
heaven. As I was raised higher and higher 
from the earth, I turned to look for the Ad- 
vent believers but could not see them. Then 
a voice said, ‘Look again, and look a little 
higher.’ 

“When I looked again, I saw a straight 
and narrow path, high above the earth. On 
this path I saw the Advent people traveling 
to the city of God, which was at the end of 
the path. Jesus was leading them. If any 
grew weary He would raise His right arm 
and throw them bright beams of light. The 
light encouraged them to travel on. If any 
refused to follow Jesus they fell off the path 





TEACHERS! SHOW 
THIS FILMSTRIP! 


On the center pages of this issue is a : 
series of pictures taken from the “Saga of 
the Bible,” a filmstrip produced by the 
American Bible Society. All sixty pictures 
are in color, and an excellent long-playing =| 
record accompanies the strip. 


We heartily recommend this strip and 
the 14-minute record for use in MV, JMV, 
and Sabbath school programs. 


Order from the American Bible Society, 
440 Fourth Avenue, New York 16, New 


York. Price $6.50. It’s well worth it. 











into the dark and wicked world below. 
Those who stayed on the path heard the 
voice of God which gave the day and hour 
of Jesus’ coming. 

“His voice sounded like the roar of many 
waters to the wicked, but the saints under- 
stood and were so happy. Soon we saw a 
small black cloud in the east. It was about 
half the size of a man’s hand. We all knew 
it was the sign of Jesus’ coming. 

“All gazed in solemn silence at the cloud. 
As it came nearer and nearer it became 
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lighter and more glorious and still more glo- 
rious until it looked like a great white cloud. 
When it was close enough we could see 
that the cloud was hundreds and thousands 
of angels. They were singing the most 
lovely songs. Jesus was sitting on the cloud 
—the lovely Jesus we had waited so long to 
see! 

“His hair was white and curly and lay on 
His shoulders. Upon His head were many 
crowns. In His hand was a trumpet. His eyes 
were so bright they seemed to look into the 
heart of each waiting saint. They cried out, 
‘Who shall be able to stand? Is my robe 
spotless?’ 

“The angels stopped singing and all was 
still—so still. Then Jesus spoke, “Those who 
have clean hands and pure hearts shall be 
able to stand.’ At this everyone's heart was 
full of joy, and the angels struck a higher 
note and sang again as the cloud drew 
nearer the earth. 

“Then Jesus blew His silver trumpet and 
called to the saints who were sleeping in 
their graves. He called, ‘Awake! Awake! 
Awake! ye that sleep in the dust, and arise!’ 

“There was a mighty earthquake and the 
graves burst open. When the dead came 
from their graves, they were no longer sick 
or crippled, but all were well and strong. 
What a joy when friends and loved ones 
were again reunited and together they 
started on their way to heaven! 

“It took us seven days to reach the sea of 
glass. Here Jesus called each one to Him 
and placed a beautiful golden crown upon 
his head. There were big crowns for the big 
folks and there were little crowns for the 
little folks. Some crowns had more stars 
than others, but all were perfectly happy 
with their crowns. Each was given a beauti- 
ful white robe to wear. And then He gave 
each one a harp made of gold. As they ran 
their fingers over the strings of the harp, 
they made the most beautiful music. 

“Then Jesus raised His mighty, glorious 
arm and took hold of the pearly gate and 
swung it back on its glittering hinges, and 
said, “You have washed your robes in My 
blood, stood stiffly for My truth. Enter in.’ 

“Jesus led the saints to the tree of life. 
The fruit of the tree was most glorious. It 
looked like gold mixed with silver. They 
saw the river of life flowing out from the 
throne of God. Every one sat down on the 
soft green grass beneath the tree of life and 
visited with their friends. Oh, heaven was 
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such a beautiful place and was to be our 
home forever and ever!” (You can read the 
whole vision in Early Writings, pages 11- 
20. ) 

When Ellen came out of vision and found 
she was still in this dark old world, she 
wept. She had seen a better country, and 
ever after she was homesick for heaven. 

This was her first vision. God gave her 
many more. He gave this vision to her so 
that she might tell us of the wonderful 
things God is preparing for us and how we 
must live if we are to be prepared to meet 
Him. 





George 
From page 8 


George had never heard of colporteur 
work, but from what the pastor said he de- 
cided it must be selling books and other lit- 
erature. Whatever it was, he was delighted 
to know he might be allowed to stay in 
Lucknow. 

“Pastor sahib,” he said, “I would like very 
much to know what Seventh-day Adventists 
believe.” 

“Well, you may stay in our home, and to- 
morrow morning your Bible studies will 
begin.” 

After George left the office, Pastor Jehan 
Singh talked the situation over with Pastor 
S. A. Wellman, who was then the superin- 
tendent of the Northwest Union Mission, 
and with Pastor I. F. Blue, the secretary- 
treasurer. All were delighted to hear about 
George and to know that he wanted to study 
the Bible. 

“T'll be glad to help with the studies,” of- 
fered Pastor Blue. 

Mrs. Wellman, who had just entered the 
office, said she, too, would be happy to 
assist. 

George went to bed with a song in his 
heart that night. He felt somehow—though 
he couldn’t have told why—that life for him 
was going to be interesting and full of ad- 
ventures. It was thrilling just to stay in a 
real home with a father, mother, and chil- 
dren—not that he didn’t appreciate his or- 
phanage home, but this was different. He 
had another thought, a pleasant one. Per- 
haps, just perhaps, someday he might have 
a home of his own. A night bird called and 
a jackal screamed far away. Night dreams 
caught up with the daydreaming and he fell 
asleep. 





THANKSGIVING 

November 

15. Luke 17:15, 16 How many cleansed lepers gave 
thanks 

16. John 11:41 Jesus thanked His Father for an- 
swered prayer 

17. Acts 27:35 Paul gave thanks before eating 

18. Rom. 1:8 Paul thanked God for the be- 
liever’s faith 

19. 1 Cor. 1:4 Paul thanked God for grace 

20. Eph. 1: 15, 16 Paul gave thanks for his converts 
and fellow believers 

21. Eph. 5:20 Give thanks to God for all things 








Next morning was crisp and clear, and 
George walked briskly toward the mission 
headquarters at 17 Abbott Road. His ap- 
pointment was for ten o'clock for the Bible 
study. There was a trace of smoke in the 
air and the yellow sunshine sifted through 
the leaves of the trees, making dancing 
patches of light on the roadway and the 
high brick walls—on which reddish-brown 
monkeys sat and chattered. 

George entered the east gate in the com- 
pound wall and walked past the clump of 
bamboo. A hoopoe on the lawn was busily 
burrowing with his long beak in search of 
an ant. The bird fluttered away as George 
approached. 

George slipped his feet free of his san- 
dals and walked up the steps to the veranda, 
his black cap held in both hands. The bam- 
boo screen at the door lifted and an Ameri- 
can lady came out. George bowed politely 
and salaamed. 

“You are George Bates, I believe?” asked 
the lady. 

“Yes, memsahib,” he replied. 

“I am Wellman memsahib,” she said, 
“and I will give you the Bible study today 
since Pastor Blue and Pastor Jehan Singh 
are both very busy.” 

Wellman memsahib sat in a wicker chair 
and George found a warm spot of sunshine 
on the brick floor of the veranda, and there 

To page 22 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


Theme for fourth quarter: “Lessons From God's Great Book of Nature—lIi" 


Vill—Reptiles of the Bible 


(November 21) 


Memory Verse: “And the great dragon was 
cast out, that old serpent, called the Devil, and 
Satan, which deceiveth the whole world” (Rev- 
elation 12:9). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read Proverbs 23:29-32, and think about its 
meaning. Go over the memory verse. 


SUNDAY 
Serpents 


Open your Bible to Revelation 20. 


There are about 5,000 different kinds of rep- 
tiles in the world. This includes snakes, lizards, 
alligators, and turtles. Then there are 1,700 
kinds of frogs that are classified as amphibians, 
between fish and reptiles. 

Most of us shudder when we think of snakes. 
There are some people, but not many, who keep 
snakes as pets. They are not the most popular 
members of the animal kingdom, and we don’t 
have to go far to find the reason, for a snake, or 
a serpent as the Bible calls it, represents some- 
one we do not like to be reminded of. Read verse 
2, and see who is represented by a serpent. 

The serpent was not always the vicious, creep- 
ing reptile that we know. It was once very 
beautiful and wise. It was in this form that 
Satan tempted Eve. “It had wings, and while fly- 
ing through the air presented an appearance 
of dazzling brightness, having the color and bril- 
liancy of burnished gold.”’-—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, p. 53. 

After the Fall, however, the curse of God 
rested on this one-time beautiful creature. 
“From the most beautiful and admired of the 
creatures of the field, it was to become the most 
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groveling and detested of them all, feared and 
hated by both man and beast.”—Patriarchs and 
Prophets, p. 58. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
p. 53, par. 4. 

THINK of the tragedy wrought on this one- 
time beautiful creature because of sin. 

Pray to be kept from sin and its conse- 
quences. 

MONDAY 


A Poisonous Creature 


Open your Bible to Proverbs 23. 

Although all snakes are not poisonous, there 
are enough poisonous ones to make us wary of 
anything that looks like a snake. Snakes often 
appear to be very lazy, and one can watch them 
for a long time and be deceived into thinking 
they are dead and harmless; but when they are 
irritated, they can move with surprising rapid- 
ity and strike with a suddenness that amazes. 
So evil seems to be quite harmless to us at times, 
and then all of a sudden it can overcome us and 
perhaps inflict a deadly blow. 

Solomon talks about the “wine when it is 
red,” that is intoxicating. It may look very at- 
tractive in color. But read what it does, in 
verse 32. 

“Oh, a little drink won’t harm you,” are 
words with which the young are tempted just 
to try something intoxicating, but the words of 
Solomon are always found to be true. In the 
end it bites “like a serpent.” It poisons the body; 
it brings a poisonous atmosphere into the 
home and family life; it poisons the character of 
the one who takes it. 

“No argument is needed to show the evil ef- 
fects of intoxicants on the drunkard. The 
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bleared, besotted wrecks of humanity—souls for 
whom Christ died, and over whom angels weep 
—are everywhere. They are a blot on our 
boasted civilization. They are the shame and 
curse and peril of every land.’’—The Ministry of 
Healing, p. 330. 

For further reading: The Ministry of Heal- 
ing, p. 331, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK! Determine not to let anyone per- 
suade you that a little drink is harmless. 

RESOLVE to Keep far away from the evil glass 
that has a bite like a serpent. 


TUESDAY 


Protection From the Serpent’s Poison 
Open your Bible to John 3. 


Our memory verse last week was a promise 
made by Jesus to His followers, “I give unto 
you power to tread on serpents and scorpions, 
and over all the power of the enemy” (Luke 10: 
19). 
Bible history shows how this promise has 
been kept. It was kept even before Jesus re- 
peated the words. During their wilderness jour- 
ney, at one time the children of Israel gave way 
to expressing their discontent. Discontentment 
and faultfinding are serious faults and can 
spread and contaminate all within range. For a 
while God withdrew the special protection He 
had given them from the dangers of the wilder- 
ness. Many were attacked by the vicious, fiery 
serpents, so-called because of the effects of their 
sting, which caused violent inflammation and 
quick death. This affliction brought the chil- 
dren of Israel to their senses, and they confessed 
their sins to Moses, asking him to pray for deliv- 
erance. 

“Moses was divinely commanded to make a 
serpent of brass resembling the living ones and 
to elevate it among the people. To this, all who 
had been bitten were to look, and they would 
find relief.’.—Patriarchs and Prophets, p. 430. 

This was to teach an important lesson to all 
people everywhere—that no one can save him- 
self, but he must look to Jesus and believe on 
His merits. This is the only way to obtain heal- 
ing from the fiery wounds inflicted by the 
deadly serpent Satan. Jesus spoke of this. Read 
His words, in verses 14 and 15. 

For further reading: Patriarchs and Prophets, 
pp. 429, 430. 

Tuink! Are you keeping your eyes on Jesus 
as the only One who can shield you from the ef- 
fects of the sting of the fiery serpent, Satan? 

Pray for protection from the wounds Satan 
can inflict. 


WEDNESDAY 
The Adder, the Asp, and the Viper 
Open your Bible to Acts 28. 
There are several references in the Bible to 
to the adder, or asp, and always as a reptile 
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with a poisonous bite. The tribe of Dan was 
represented as an “adder by the way.” The ad- 
der waits until its victim has passed by and 
then attacks it—a favorite habit being to attack 
the heels of horses. Dan was the first of the 
tribes to influence the others to worship idols. 


Paul writes of those whose mouths are full of 
cursing and bitterness as having “the poison of 
asps ... under their lips” (Rom. 3:13, 14). 


When the ship that was taking Paul to Rome 
was shipwrecked on the shores of Melita, the 
passengers and crew all set about to gather 
sticks to kindle fires. Read in verse 3 what hap- 
pened to Paul as he was gathering the sticks. 

The islanders, noticing the chains on Paul’s 
wrists said, ‘“‘No doubt this man is a murderer, 
whom, though he hath escaped the sea, yet 
vengeance suffereth not to live’’ (verse 4). Read 
what happened, in verse 5. 

Now read what effect this had on the island- 
ers, in verse 6. 

This must have done much to turn the atten- 
tion of the barbarians to the true God, and it 
must have cheered Paul to have one more 
promise fulfilled by God, in whose service he 
was employed. 

For further reading: The Acts of the 
Apostles, p. 445, par. 2. 

THINK! Are you guilty of having, as Paul 
puts it, “the poison of asps” under your lips? 

Pray to be kept from the poison of evil 
speaking. 


THURSDAY 
Other Creatures of the Bible 
Open your Bible to Proverbs 30. 


In Proverbs 30, where the writer speaks 
about the four things that are “little upon the 
earth, but they are exceeding wise,’ the ‘“‘spi- 
der’’ is mentioned. Scholars tell us that the He- 
brew word means not a spider, but a lizard. 
Read verse 28, and substitute the word lizard 
for spider. The Revised Standard Version of the 
Bible uses the word “lizard.” 

The lizard is small and seems weak, and yet 
it invades kings’ palaces. So we may not have 
strength in ourselves, we may look small, but 
we can accomplish great things in the name of 
the Lord, and witness before the mighty of the 
earth. 

The frog is mentioned as one of the ten 
plagues that afflicted the Egyptians when they 
refused to let the children of Israel go (Exodus 
8). 

In the 41st chapter of Job we read of a 
creature called “leviathan.” This is generally be- 
lieved to be the crocodile; and if you will take 
time to read this chapter, you will notice the 
description that Job gives does seem to fit this 
giant of the rivers. 

For further reading: Read Job 41. 


THink! Are you tempted to think that you 
cannot do great things because you are not of 
any importance? 

REMEMBER that the lizard is small, but is 
found in kings’ palaces. 


FRIDAY 


Finish spelling the reptiles mentioned in the 
Bible: 
eee AS... 
oS ea ee 
How many stories can you recall about rep- 
tiles in the Bible? 
To what reptile is Satan likened? 
Review the memory verse. 
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George 
From page 19 


he sat cross-legged in comfort. He eagerly 
read the Bible verses as Wellman memsahib 
explained them. 

He had a quick, eager mind, and as the 
weeks passed the Bible studies progressed 
well. Pastor Jehan Singh had already recom- 
mended George as a colporteur to Pastor 
Wellman. 

“Why don’t you take him into one of the 
bazaars in the city,” suggested Pastor Well- 
man, “and show him how to sell magazines 
and papers?” 

“George,” announced Pastor Jehan Singh 
that evening, “you come with me tomorrow 
morning. We will go into Amminabad ba- 
zaar and try to sell some literature. You can 
learn how it is done.” 

Before leaving in the morning, Pastor 
Singh gave George some advice. “When we 
go out to meet the public we must look our 
very best,” he said. “This is important, be- 
cause we represent the God we worship. 
Now, before we leave we will pray that God 
will protect us and lead us to the right peo- 
ple.” The two knelt in prayer. 

Through the narrow streets they walked, 
dodging the stream of traffic that went both 
ways on both sides of the street. There was 
loud yelling by the drivers of the carriages, 
screaming, “Hut jao!” (“Get out of the 
way!”) A boy cyclist in a great hurry was 
weaving in and out, when all of a sudden 
he bumped into a woman from the back. 
She was carrying a huge earthen jar of water 
on her head. The waterpot and all, hit the 
head of the cyclist, stopping his mad race. 

“You awkward pig,” shouted the woman. 

The boy was furious and screamed that 
the woman had dumped water on him and 
insulted him. Traffic came to a halt. The boy 
began calling down curses in the name of 
Allah. 

“This can turn into a Hindu-Moham- 





medan riot,” Pastor Jehan Singh said. “Run 
for a policeman quick, George!” And 
George ran as fast as his legs could carry 
him. He had heard of terrible riots that had 
started over as small a matter as calling 
someone a pig. He didn’t understand why. 
He thought he would ask Pastor Jehan 
Singh. Perhaps he would be able to give 
him an answer. 

By the time George and the policeman, 
both running, had arrived on the scene, 
there were hundreds of people and all were 
screaming. Pastor Jehan Singh had taken 
refuge in a nearby shop. Every Moham- 
medan was angry with every Hindu, and ev- 
ery Hindu was angry with every Moham- 
medan, and no one really knew why. There 
were fat Hindu shopkeepers, and tall, thin 
Mohammedans with big red fez caps askew, 
and their red beards were fairly bristling. 

Then the policeman forced his way into 
the mob, yelling “Hut Jao!” and he really 
meant it. The crowd fell back, and finally 
everyone went about his own business. 

Pastor Jehan Singh joined George and 
they went up the narrow street. George was 
soon to learn he was a hero. The shopkeep- 
ers along the way had heard the excitement 
and had seen George run to fetch the police- 
man. 

“This boy,” they said, “prevented a bad 
riot, and if there had been a riot our shops 
would have been looted and we would have 
been ruined.” They gladly purchased the 
temperance and health literature. How 
happy George was! He smiled and handed 
out tract after tract, and collected the jin- 
gling coins. 

“The Lord truly answered our prayers,” 
said the pastor. “He kept us from harm and 
led us to the right people. Our literature is 
all gone.” 

(To be continued) 
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SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY Price, $2.50 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


From the cold and isolated regions of Labrador comes 
this story of youth. The fishing village is the scene 

of thrilling adventures, particularly after the new 
teacher from “outside” came to the community. 





SHARNA AND POGGY Price, $2.50 
by Alice Mertie Underhill 


This is a sequel to SHARNA OF ROCKY BAY. The 
fishing village feels the influence of the gospel story 
as lived in the daily experiences of sincere 

boys and girls. 





Order from your church missionary secretary or your Book and Bible House. 
Pacific Press Publishing Association, Mountain View, California 
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1. The vampire bat comes out at night and hovers 
over its intended victim—a cow, horse, goat, chicken, 
or man—to determine whether it is alseep. If so, it 
lands lightly. 2. It tests the skin gently. If the vic- 
tim does not move it opens its mouth wide and with 





4. Vampires usually live in caves, and in order to 
study them and find out how to deal with them biolo- 
gists have to go in after them. We will follow a group. 
5. Far down in the cave the party comes upon a pool 
of excreta that is typical of the blood feeders. The 


7. They run along the ledges as fast as mice, and 
then jump off and fly. With difficulty eventually a 
number are caught, and the party leaves. 8. The 
danger from vampires is not in the amount of blood 
they take, but the risk of spreading rabies, yellow 
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a sidewise move cuts out a small piece of skin with 
teeth that are as sharp as a razor. 3. The operation 
is usually painless. When the blood flows the vampire 
does not suck it but instead laps it up with a very 
rapid motion of its tongue, as a cat laps milk. 


smell is strong, and there is an excited chittering and 
a sound like steam escaping from a kettle. It is the 
cry of the vampires! 6. As the light is turned up to 
the ceiling the men see the dark shapes of vampires 
running and jumping about as if they were goblins. 














fever, and Chagas’ disease. This is why efforts are 
being made to exterminate the bat by smoking and 
other ways. In one locality of southern Mexico 90 per 
cent of the cattle died of rabies. 9. Here we see a 
mother brown bat coming out of winter hibernation. 








